tiful than the classic lines and proportions of Greek architecture. That
architecture will never be surpassed. We should be taught by it and accept
its rules. Without a good education in the Classics how can you hope to
... succeed?'
CI know. Yes—I know, Uncle Dan, you may be quite right but some-
how it just strikes on my heart like—jail. Like something awful. I couldn't
bear it, I believe. All that discipline and time wasted, again waiting for
something to happen that could never happen. I just can't see it as living.
Somehow—it scares me.' I actually began to look for some avenue of
escape 5 the window was partly open. I knew the door was locked.
Mr. Waller now interfered, manifestly provoked at my obstinacy, if not
my stupidity, indeed,
'Frank, don't you realize what this offer means to you? As you choose
now, remember, so you will go on all the rest of your life.'
'Yes, Mr. Waller—that's just it,' I said. 1 know. They all do. I have
seen the men come home from there all one type, no matter how much
they were individuals when they went.'
'Individuals? Great architecture is severe discipline,' said Uncle Dan.
Think of your future, think of your family,' said Mr. Waller.
I felt the weight of the occasion.
I saw myself influential, prosperous, safe 5 saw myself a competent
leader of the majority rule. That much faith I had in it all. There would
be no doubt about that, with Daniel H. Burnham's power behind me, if I
qualified—and there was no doubt in my mind but that I could qualify. It
was all so definitely set, too easy and unexciting as I saw it. And it was all
untrue. At the very best a makeshift.
This was success as I had dreamed of it then? Was it? Right here,
within my grasp? I, too, had already seen the effect of the Fair. But I
could not respect it, though I believed Uncle Dan spoke the truth. I did
fear and believe it was going to prevail as he said. I would have given a
good deal to know my Master Sullivan's reaction to all this. But that was
all over. I could not go to him now.
The two friends mistook my depression for a weakening in favour of the
Beaux Arts.
'Well?' said both, smiling kindly—affectionately,
I felt like an ingrate. Never was the ego within me more hateful to me
than at that moment. But it stood straight up against the very roof of my
mind.
'No, Mr. Burnham, no, Mr. Waller—I can't run away.'
'Run away, what do you mean?' said Mr. Waller.
* Well, you see, run away from what I see as mine, I mean what I see as
ours in our country, to what can't belong to me, no, I mean ks, just be-
cause it means success. You see—I can't go, even if I wanted to go because
I should never care for myself, after that/
I don't believe either of the two great Mends believed me. They
thought I must be showing off—I saw that by their expressions, I thought.
'It may be foolish, I suppose it is, somehow, but I'd rather be free and a
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